ACT  III               PRIVATE    LIVES
ELYOT : Is it ?
AMANDA (withering htm with a look]: Victor, sugai
for Sibyl. (To SIBYL) It would be absurd for me to
call you anything but Sibyl, wouldn't it ?
SIBYL (not to be outdone) : Of course, I shall call you
Mandy. (AMANDA represses a shudder.)
ELYOT: Oh God! We're off again. What weather!
(AMANDA hands SIBYL her coffee.)
SIBYL : Thank you,
VICTOR :   What's the time ?
ELYOT : If the clock's still going after last night,
it's ten-fifteen.
AMANDA (handing VICTOR cup of coffee): Here, Victor
dear.
VICTOR : Thanks.
AMANDA :  Sibyl, sugar for Victor.
ELYOT : I should like some coffee, please.
AMANDA pours some out for him, and hands it to
him in silence.
AMANDA (to VICTOR) :  Brioche ?
VICTOR (jumping):   What ?
AMANDA :  Would you like a Brioche ?
VICTOR :  No, thank you.
ELYOT : I would. And some butter, and some jam.
(He helps himself^
AMANDA (to SIBYL) : Have you ever been to Brioni ?
SIBYL : No.    It's in the Adriatic, isn't it ?
VICTOR :  The Baltic, I think.
SIBYL :  I made sure it was in the Adriatic.
AMANDA : I had an aunt who went there once.
ELYOT (with his mouth full): I once had an aunt
who went to Tasmania.
AMANDA looks at him stonily.   He winks at her>
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